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Back Bay Steps 




We are going to know a new freedom and a 
new happiness. We will not regret the past nor 
wish to shot the door on it. We will comprehend 
the word serenity and we will know peace. No 
matter how far down the scale we have gone, we 
will see how onr experience can henefit others. 
That feeling of nselessness and self-pity will slip 
away. We will lose interest in selfish things and 
gain interest in onr fellows. Self-seeking will 
slip away. Our whole attitude and outlook upon 
life will change. Fear of people and of economic 
insecurity will leave us. We will intuitively know 
how to handle situations which used to haffie us. 

We will suddenly realize that God is doing for 
us what we could not do for ourselves. 

anonymous mini-stories ceiebrating 27 years 





My/Our 

In my first month of sobriety, I went to a meeting where 
I knew there was the possibility of running into a eolleague 
who had already gotten sober. Sure enough, he walked into the 
meeting, saw me aeross the room, and waved. After the meeting, 
he came up to me and held my hand. He told me he was glad to 
see me. 

For the first time I felt an overwhelming sense of relief and 
closeness with someone over my/our disease. I thought, "I thi nk 
AA is going to work." 


What I Didn’t Say 

I had finished knitting a blanket, and it was on display at an 
art show. 

"How did you make that?" asked a visitor. 

"I knit it," I said. 

"Oh. I eould picture you as a knitter," they responded. 

In my brain I said, "OH. YOU THINK YOU'RE BETTER 
THAN ME ???" 

...But I didn't actually say anything. 

That's when I knew AA was really working (but that I still 


had more growing to do). 


Bumpin’ In 

Every day I run into one of you, my people, outside of a 
meeting, I experienee a God moment, a promise. I instantly feel 
a serenity, peace and calm that otherwise escapes me, as life 
grabs me in its clutches. 

Thank you for bumping into me and changing my life on a 
daily basis. Each and every one of you brings me joy and keeps 


me coming. 


The Edge 

After detox at Casper House, I was court-ordered to continue 
in an outpatient program. I became fast friends with my group at 
the clinic.We were all pretty shaky, full of fear and anxiety. We 
relied and leaned upon each other heavily. 

Each day before we left the program, we would choose a 
meeting we’d all go to that night. God forbid we should walk 
into a meeting alone! 

One night the plan was to meet at a church on Mass Ave in 
Arlington. I lived on Mass Ave in the South End at the time, so 
how hard could that be? 


Of course, I ended up at the wrong meeting. I was over¬ 
whelmed with fear, and pretty shaken as I left the meeting on my 
own. 

I decided it would be a good idea to stop at a liquor store on 
the way home and pick up a pint, to take the edge off. 

It’s amazing how many neon liquor-store signs there are on 
Mass Ave between Arlington and Boston. 

I parked my car in front of at least four stores with full 
intentions to go in and purchase some relief Each time however, 
something made me stop — a pay phone. 


At each one, I reached into my pocket to grab my list of 
phone numbers. I tried one call at each stop. 

No one answered. But miraculously I made it home without 
walking into one, single liquor store. 

I’ve been sober ever since. Thank you, God, for answering 
my call on the pay phone. 


It’s All About Me 


In the office, at work, a co-worker and I were bitching 
about another co-worker — his selfish, rude, sexist and 
obnoxious behavior... 

Suddenly I realized. 

I told myself and my co-workers, "We don't know what’s 
going on in his life..." 

It's not about me! 


Lost and Found 


Out of the blue I was jarred by this loud laughter by some 
guy at the meeting. 

It was me. 

Only a few months sober, I could not remember when 
I had last laughed. Years past, friends would say they could 
always find me by the sound of my laughter. But that guy had 
disappeared years ago. 

It's been many years since that day. There have been ups and 
downs and tears. But I haven't lost the laugh, tha nks to AA. 

Life is never the same, and neither are the promises. 


Sometimes they seem to exist all at onee. Over the years, 
some more than others. But gratitude is their binding thread. 

I am an atheist. I don't believe in supernatural entities that 
intervene in human affairs. But I do believe in you and the 
indomitable human spirit in the halls of AA. 

I need you to help me stay sober and do for me what I ean't 
do alone. 

And to keep my laugh. 


Real Cappuccino 

When I first got sober, my dream of taking a trip to Italy and 
possibly moving there, was just that — a pipe dream. I had never 
been there. But I had traveled to South Ameriea and royally 
destroyed my life there, coming home with my tail between 
my legs, penniless. I was afraid to travel again. And even more 
afraid of being incapable of making my dream a reality. 

One rainy day, I took a bunch of scrap photos and made 
a collaged “dream” board, with a little Alitalia plane cut-out, 
scenes of Tuscany, a piazza overlooking a beautiful city — places 
I couldn’t identify, but found lovely enough. Images of an Italian 


and American passport, side by side, added the last touch. I 
stared at that collage every day for a year. 

Meanwhile, I worked my butt off and finally managed to 
book a frugal trip to Italy. Budget-conscious, I didn’t even realize 
that I had booked an Alitalia fiight or that my collage was of 
the city of Florence and all the sights I would be seeing on my 
itinerary. I had no idea until I saw these scenes in person, and 
had such an a ha! moment. 

My biggest dream was to one day live there, improbable, 
since I’m not a Italian citizen. Someone mentioned a pathway to 


citizenship through bloodlines, making me technically eligible. 
But only if I could provide documents from a hundred years ago. 

One day during summer, after booking my trip, I had an urge 
to do some investigating. What do I stumble upon in my garage? 
A big box full of my ancestors’ papers... original naturalization 
certificates, social security documents, Italian passports dated 
1904 ... 

I started my citizenship process. It’s surreal. It’s these 
moments I need to remember, of God working silently in my life, 
against my fears. Are these extravagant promises? 


Slow and Steady 

Most recently I was in a situation with my partner in which 
they were going down the road of bad-mouthing a family 
member. 

Normally I would tend to jump in on the parade of judgment. 

However in this instance, I refrained and deflected the 
conversation by letting my partner know that our family member 
means well, and is doing the best they can. 

Love, tolerance and service are my code. 


The Rest of the Story 


I had to move. 

My place, my room, my existence, was wearing me out. 

The guy two doors down hung himself in the closet. Another 
guy, an active heroin addict, broke into my place and cleaned me 
out. That being said, I met former neighbors and friends at the 
funeral of a former neighbor. Got to talking with a friend. Told 
him I needed to move. And he told me he had a spot. OMG... 

Now I live in a nice house with my friend. It just happens he 
has 41 years. Who’d have kn own? 

I have meetings with him daily. That's the spirit!! 


Care 


About a year in, I was faced with an issue with child-care for 
my kids. 

Actually, my wife was. 

My instinct was to get involved and force the issue. With the 
guidance of the folks at Back Bay Steps, I stayed out of it. 

And it worked out. 

I saw the promise of Step 3, “Made a decision to turn our 
will and our lives over to the care of God as we understood him." 


Well-Being 

My fear about my children's well-being brought me to a 
place of conflict about a friend of my daughter. I fell back into 
my ways of over-analyzing and planning for the worst — that she 
was stealing from us... that she was influencing my daughter to 
use drugs... that she was using my daughter. 

This created several months of conflict. 

Months later, after it had died down, I realized, like in a 
moment, that I had been doubting my daughter's judgment. And 
that I had no reason to dislike her friend. 

It hit me as if I had woken up from a coma. 


The feeling of aeeeptance eame over me. 

Calm and peaee surrounding my aeknowledgment and 
aeeeptanee of this person eompletely altered my relationship. 


Heidi 


At Panera doing my 5th step with my sponsor, I got to 
Heidi. She was just 21 when we worked so hard 15 years ago, 
running an art space together. It got abruptly shut down over 
building code. So I isolated myself and soon lost touch with her, 
as I retreated from everyone. Because what am I now? 

I told my sponsor, “OK, resentment: she would get drunk at 
events and bail, leaving me to clean up alone. But so what? She’s 
great, I love her so much, she’s one of my favorite people ever.” 

A week later, I heard a filmmaker friend we’d known had 
just killed himself. As if years hadn’t elapsed, I emailed her. 


“Did you hear about....?” An email bounced right back, “Let’s 
meet for coffee. I can drive in.” 

I dreaded it. Friendships have always hung precariously on 
situations and roles, doomed to end. My sponsor said, “Just go.” 

She brought her 9-year old boy with her. A month later I was 
sitting on grass in Acton with a bunch of Moms watching a kid 
baseball game. Then we walked in the woods, cooked steaks 
and watched Diary of A Teenage Girl. Fler son slept with her, so 
I could sleep in his bedroom. All the walls were cluttered with 
their art projects. There was no situation. It felt real. This is new. 



Without Thinking 

When I finally put down the booze and surrendered, my 
eravings for alcohol were intense, overwhelming, and tenacious. 
I heard in the rooms that I should pray for the removal of this 
alcoholic insanity. 

Every morning and throughout the day for my first several 
months sober, I would implore my Higher Power for help: “God, 
please remove my obsession, compulsion, and desire for alcohol 
and other substances today.” 

One day, without consciously thinking at all, my morning 
prayer changed: “God, thank you for removing my obsession. 


compulsion, and desire for alcohol and other substances today.” 

It was a divine moment. It was a profound moment of 
freedom. 


Who Cares 


It’s early on in my sobriety on a Friday afternoon. I’m filled 
with self-pity and sure no one eares. 

I’m walking through the South End on an empty street when 
I hear, “Hi Lisa!” It’s not my name so I don’t look up. 

But then I hear it again, louder this time, more of a yell. 

“HI LISA!” 

So I do look up. I see someone I recognize from my morning 
AA meeting, but whom I had never spoken to. He’s smiling and 
waving at me from across the street, walking a small poodle who 
looks like he’s smiling at me too. 


He is addressing me. 

I smile, waving back, and say, “Hi!” 

That small gesture of kindness from a Back Bay Steps 
member (we later became close friends) so lifted my spirits. 
And it taught me the importance of reaching out to others. 


Sensation 


I was probably about six months sober. I was driving down 
the road on a regular old errand, a drive I’d done a thousand 
times. All of a sudden I had this sensation that I felt okay. 

Not great. Not peaeeful. Not happy, joyous, and free. Just 
okay. 

Not miserable. Not anxious. Not restless, irritable, or diseon- 
tent. Just okay. 

I thought, “Maybe this is what it feels like to be sane.” 
Instantly, the feeling started to slip away. I tried to hold onto it. 
The harder I tried, the further it slipped. In seeonds, it was gone. 


But for the first time since I could ever remember, I had a 
sense of what I was working towards; of what might actually be 
possible for me. 

As the months wore on, the feeling started to come back — 
more often, lasting longer. Eventually I started to feel that way 
more often than I didn’t. 

Don’t know how it works, or why. I just know that it does. 


Unexpected 

From time to time I run into people that I know professional¬ 
ly in a meeting. For me, encountering someone unexpectedly is 
not a big deal. It happens. 

However, there is a particular person whom I met in AA, 
who then became a client of mine. The relationship between this 
person and my employer deteriorated over time, and eventually 
ended. A scathing email directed towards me soon followed. 

That circumstance would not be a big deal except that 
relapse is part of my story. Once again, I needed to do “90 in 
90.” One of the meetings that had worked well for me in the past. 


a meeting that I needed, was a meeting this person attends every 
week. 

I was petrified to see this person again, but I knew I had to 
put my sobriety first. So out of desperation, I finally ‘let go and 
let God’ and went to the meeting. 

To my astonishment (and relief) I was met with a smile and a 
huge hug. It lasted for what seemed like 10 seeonds! 

Now we see eaeh other every week and eneourage eaeh other 
on our road of reeovery. 


The First Time I Felt Happy For Other Fucking People 

I was two or three months sober, walking down the park in 
the middle of Commonwealth Avenue with a sober friend. I saw 
a eouple running around with their toddler looking like a J. Crew 
eatalogue — and I just watehed and smiled. 

I was truly happy for them — having nothing to do with 
myself No jealousy, no envy, no sarcasm or urge to make fun 
of the perfect couple, no self-pity. Just a flash of unadulterated 
happiness for others' happiness. 

That's when I knew that another way of thinking, of living. 


was truly possible. 



where there is douht, I may bring faith; that 
where there is despair, I may bring hope, 
that where there are shadows, I may bring 


light; that where there is sadness, I may 
bring joy. 

Grant that I may seek rather to comfort 





Instrument of Peace 







